WAS PUT TO RANSOM.                      229
The day was waning now. The fog hung heavy on the tree-tops, and dripped upon their heads. The horses were getting tired, and slipped and tumbled in the deep clay paths. The footmen were more tired still, and, cold and hungry, straggled more and more. The horse-tracks led over an open lawn of grass and fern, with here and there an ancient thorn, and round it on three sides thick wood of oak and beach, with under copse of holly and hazel Into that wood the horse-tracks led, by a path on which there was. but room for one horse at a time.
"Here they are at last!" cried Ivo. "I see the fresh foot-marks of men, as well as horses. Push on, knights and men-at-arms."
The Abbot looked at the dark, dripping wood, and meditated.
" I think that it will be as well for some of us to remain here; and, spreading our men along the wood-side, prevent the escape of the villains. A moi, hommes d'armes!"
" As you like. I will go in and bolt the rabbit ; and you shall snap him as he comes out."
And Ivo, who was as brave as a bull-dog, thrust his horse into the path, while the Abbot sat shivering outside. " Certain nobles of higher rank," says Peter de Blois, " followed his example, not wishing to rust their armour, or tear their fine clothes, in the damp copse."
The knights and men-at-arms straggled slowly into the forest, some by the path, some elsewhere, gram-